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silent, their hearts beating the one against the
other.

But it was on that night that they both had
terrible dreams, Georges dreamt that he was
being hanged from a tree that was covered with
white moss, and in that last moment before death
the moss was alive with worms. Judith dreamt
of a white horse that, plunging through dark water,
leapt up the black hills beyond, and that, as it leapt,
her father (she had never seen him, but she knew
that it was her father) ran and jumped on to its
back, calling to her to follow. But she could not,
because Georges was struggling in the water and
she trying to save him. The white horse vanished,
a star fell from the sky into the water, and Georges
was drowned.

In the dim musk-like shadow of dawn she
waked and found Georges sleeping at her side.
In her relief she laid her hand on his bare heart
and felt its steady beat. Then she looked in his
face and saw that he, too, was struggling in dreams.

She brushed his dark hair back from his fore-
head, kissed his eyes, stroked his breast, gently as
a mother her child.

In the morning, however, all her sentiment
was gone. They must be rid of this old man.
The weather had changed. The sky was a fury
of wind and rushing cloud. The clouds ran like
messengers, and the sun struck like a whip on the
hills, slashed and was gone. The bracken changed
in an instant from dun to fire, from fire to sullen
death. The clouds, after racing the sky, suddenly